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Gratitude) prompted this momentary effuſion, To thoſe, + "5 


then, who inſpired, I now devote it, as warm from the 5 85 8 po: 


brain, as it is from the heart. Trifles of this nature have * 


but an extrinſic value: I therefore am the leſs concerned 
about this. The ſubject will ſave it ; for all who read of, | 


and know the Weybridge Society, will think leſs of the 1 
deſcription, than vf the happineſs they there enj oyed. 


From the CASINA, 
Auguſt 24, 21786, 
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lows, 


Are ſtrangers to ſtorms, and ſecure from rude billo 


W HERE the ſoft-flowing Wey, in obedience to BM 
beauty, | 


In ſilence glides on, and ſeems pleas'd with its due - =p 


Where the banks of its ſtreams, overhung with young 'wil- „ _ 
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Fair Nature has form'd a ſmall creſcent, conceal'd 


From all that diſturbs or the cot, or the field: 
A favourite ſpot, which fond Fate in vagary 
Firſt gave to a ſhepherd, but deſtin'd for MaRy. 
On the trunk of an oak the ſweet manſion is ſeated, 
By Nature begun, and by Fancy completed ; 
The cloſe-clinging branches encircle its ſides, 
And beneath it obſequious and ſlow the wave güdes 
All that judgment and taſte, by pure nature reſin' d, 


All that pleaſes the eye, and gives eaſe to the mind, 


All that hearts uncorrupted, and victors of faſhion, 

Can taſte without fear, and enjoy without paſſion, 

Are there in ſmall compaſs,—a Nut-ſhell of bliſs ! 

Where the ſoul knows no pang, and the mind no diſtreſs, 
What time the mild ev'ning, in fleecy array, 


Begins to compenſate the heats of the day, 


4 From 
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From the ſweet winding village appears the gay throng, 
By pleaſure inſpir d, and by Joy led along. 
Reveal, O ye Muſes, the names of the fair, 
Who to Mary's Caſina are wont to repair, 
Reveal all their virtues, thele beantics, their merit, 
And while you reveal, bid my lines flow with ſpirit. 
But who ſhall ſtart firſt, where they're all ſure of winning, 
A circle complete, without end or beginning ? 
Like a noſegay, where 83 of ev'ry kind meets, 
They ſhall mix, and the world will diſtinguiſh their ſweets. 
Then STUART, anſpiclous be thou to the ftrain : 


Let me place thee in front, to lead on the fair train, 


With thoſe eyes, where ſound judgment and fancy combine 


To mingle their beams in effulgence divine. 

In her air, in her mien, in her manner and gait, 

Sans faſhion, there's eaſe, and there's faſhion ſans ſtate : 
Her 
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Her ſoul is the emblem of truth unarray d, | 


111 


» 


And ſhe ſpeaks without fear what the knows ſhould be ſaid. 
Like the lightning ſhe darts when occaſion is fit; 
| And her own ſenſe alone can keep-pace with her wit, 
Still her humour's humane, ſhe is feeling tho' witty, 
And her heart is a ſoft emanation of pity, A. 
Meck As rox in word and in way is bewitching; 
Ev'ry e ſoftens the heart ſhe is rich in. 
Without form a companion, a friend without ſhew,, 
The fav'rite of Heav'n, and of mortals below ::: 
For an angel's leſs pure, and the greateſt on earth 
Have been proud to acknowledge her beauty and worth, 
The Nymen OF. THE TREE is the next in my ſong, 
The Cas ixA's fond queen, and the joy of the throng : 
When nature firſt 'made her, it was not with eaſe, 


For be mingled in 'one ev'ry gift that could pleaſe. 


Her 
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Her fancy is lively, her wit is in ſeaſon,  * * 
And both vit and fancy are rul d by right reaſen. 


Buch a friend is a bliſs, ſuch a neighbour is heav'n, | | 


| But'tis only to As rox ſuch neighbours are gi nn. — 


* j „ 


Th' enrapturing MA rox comes forward in turn, 


* 


With the light of true genius ber eyes ever burn. 3 


Her judgment is ſuch, that there's nothing eſcapes, = = 
For ſhe graſps at all knowledge in all its bright ſhapes. | | 
But when her ſoft accents ſhe pours on the ear, | | 1 | 1 
| That heart muſt be ſtone that refuſes a tear; | : « bY 
And 7 Vi wild pleaſantry takes its gay flight, | | 4 . 
b ä Such laughter not Momus himſelf can excite, | oY | | 1 
| The amiable BROOKES, the accompliſh'd and good, | 5 4 : | 
b | Is the next that repairs to the banks of the flood: 2 | f . 


a She aims not at wit, yet ſhe's ſenſibly witt yr, 


She's handſome with eaſe, and ſhe's much more than 


= 
* 
5 
4 
5 
= 
* 
4 
3 
* 
1 
1 
* 
1 
x 
4 > 
* 
14 
3 
& — * 
2 7 
AO 
8 
7 L 7 p 
4 7 
_ 0 
— 5 1 : 
1 * 
©" : 
1 * 
1 
. 


4 . " ** 4 


0 7] 
There is ſoftneſs of manner, and love in her lock, 


And ſhe's cheriſh'd by all who frequent the dear brock. 


Dear ELIz A, the laſt, not the leaſt in my ſong, 


With thee, lovely maid, let me crown the bright throng ; 


With thee, in whoſe boſom the virtues all dwell, 
With thee, in whoſe perſon the graces excel: 
To art ſhe owes nothing, 'tis nature's her guide, 


As ſhe is of nature the flow'r and the pride: 


Her eye ſpeaks her mind, and her mind is as bright 


As the juſt riſing ſun, when he hurts not our ſight, 
Her white is the lily, her bloom is the roſe, 

But her temper, her candour, are ſweeter than thoſe : 
The offspring of Banquo, ſhe glows with her ſire, 
Tho' feminine ſoftneſs conceals the great fire; 

But ſuch is the love her own virtues obtain, 


That ev'ry thing foreign t' ELIz A is vain, 
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And now on the Creſcent, beſide the calm fiream, + 


This fortunate groupe, with the ſun's ſetting beam, 
When all Nature's at eaſe, and the hour of the eve 
Bids the plowman hie 4" and his oxen relieve, 
Contented, delighted with each. other's joy,, 
In paſtimes of fancy their moments'employ.. 

Here MayoR's ſoft voice o'er the waves of Te Wey 
Bids the waters of Dee flow more PIO than they 1 
There As ro and HET TY to MAxy's ſide eling, 

To hear from her lips, the ſweet bard of the ſpring: 


Here STUART's bright fancy ſhoots o'er the rich ſcene;, 


In nature's purſuit from the ſkies to the green; 
While EL1ZA the fair bids a new nature riſe, 

And enlivens the work with the beams from her eyes. 
Sometimes in light frolic they trip off the day, 

Or crowd the ſmall bark on the boſom of Wey. 
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8 1 dear fiream with the horn, or the ſong, 
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Or che well-ſcaſon'd jeſt, they ſkim ſmoothly along. 
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The punctual ſkiff knows tis beauty that guides, 
And the waters obey the fair arm that divides. 
0 No proſpect is loſt while they run down the ſhore, 


= From Holland's green glade to the lawns of Portmore : 
| Theſe lawns where a beauty now brightens the ſeat ” 


m_ That once was an indolent monarch's retreat; 

175 7 18 | Where, pleas'd with the people, and loath to depart, 
C 4 5 | The Thames circles long and meanders with art. | 
1 N | 5 But when che grey Morning invites to the hill, 
. When health's in the gale, and the breezes are chill, 


, * . In groups they all ſtart, and direct their proud ſteeds 
= Up hills and down vallies, o'er heaths and thro' meads. 
| In rural array, they deſpiſe every form, | 
2 2 - | Regardleſs alike of the ſun or the ſtorm. 
_— On 
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On the camp of great Ceſar, in healtWy ref 
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Their eyes make more ſlaves than he did with his arm en 
« 9 1 * 8 Lb 


From the bright Peak of Anna the world is in view; 
But they riſe o'er its paſſions and boundaries too: 
On Pan's * ſhaggy hill, and thro' Hamilton's groves, - 
Where the genius of nature exultingly roves, : _ + 
They wander in rapture, in pleaſure they ſtray, 

But they find nothing there half ſo happy as they ; 
Thro' the ſplendors of Oatland they cheerfully roam, 
But ſweeteſt felicity waits them at home. 

And ſee the dear circle ſurrounding the board, 
Crown'd kh all that the heakh-atving ſeaſons afford ! 


It is not improbable that this was the original name given by the 
Romans to that now vulgarly called Pain's Hill. 
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Was checks; fee the fniles on their faces 
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4 ra e eaſe and her graces! 


Vo times of firee lads van alten 
When pleaſure was virtue, and virtue was bold. 1 
When fear had no pow'r to reſtrain a good deed, 
When a Blend, in his abſence, 585 ne'er made to bleed; 
When emulous angels beheld from above 

Fidelity join'd with the pureſt of love : | 
Once more, happy times, «i return to our view, 

To bleſs the retreat of this fortunate few. 

And 10 there a pleaſure below that can vie 
With the rivented look, the reciprocal ſigh, . 

The cordial' requeſt, the cementing exprefſion, 


The pleaſing alluſion, the timely digreſſion, 
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The file, and the jeſt hers the friend never 
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.. 4 blending of ſouls, and a. mingling of ren 
'” Such bliſsis the lot of the friends of the Wey; 
Content is their ſun, and it ſhines all the dy: 


No clouds of dark paſſions envelope the ſcene, -- 


No fumes of intemp'rance, nor vapours of ſpleen. . 
But ſelect are the few, and the circle is ſmall, 

Who thus follow Nature, and hear her chaſte call. 

If fortune ſhould ſend to the ne oog 

A SMITH, whoſe juſt ſallies give life to the Wen ; 

Or a TowNLey, whom Heav'n kindly lends us, to view, 

As a ſketch of its beauty and purity too : 

If chance ſhould convey the three Graces with Hume, 

Or Innocence' ſelf ſhould appear in their room ; 

Then their pleaſure's more vivid, more ſprightly their play, 

And they crown with more ardour the joys of the day. "+0 1 
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Thus to burſt from e World, from its cares, from its/ ai 
| firite' yo AS 1G | 3 8 


ne, O ye ſeenes, as I journey through lifs, a-, 


oy 
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With content, and a ſociable cluſter alone. 
To catch but à day, and to make it my o. nut 


